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Peras impoſuit Jupiter nobis duas * 
Propriis repletam vitiis pot tergam dedit, 
Alienis ante pectus ſuſpendit gravem. 
Hac re videre noſira mala non poſſimus : 


Ai ſimul delinquunt, Cenſores ſumus. Phan. 
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Printed for J. WII r FOR D, at the Three Golden Flower 
de Luces behind the Chapter-Houſe in St. Paul's 
Church Yard. 1733. 


(Price, SinPence.) 
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Little Saiyri/t, &c. 


5 Y Sleep deſerted; when fon Reſt reclin' d. 
. N are various Thoughts flow up and down 
| Ty tlie Mind 0 
How ev'ry # dem of the former E Og T1 
The next, to others that take Place, give way, 
Which, calmly, for Succeſſors ſtill make Room, 
Till all, in one more ſolemn, find their Dom. 
So have I ſeen the Main, from lofty Coaſt, 
Rowl Wave on Wave, which ſtill in Waves were loſt ; 
Then gently calm, and in the End become, 
From — Thouſands, and from mn Thouſands One: 
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Thus wild 1 ro d, ith on my Diver laid; 
Thus Thoughts, of what Td done and what Td 6d, ö 
Of what I'd heard and ſeen, and what I'd read, 
Row I d, each alternatively, in my Head; 

Till 
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A Thought, that he who taſtes is truly bd, 
Twas moral Virtue thus that ſtruck my Mind, 
Without it, if we ſeek, we neer ſhall find, 

A- happy Life; how oft do Mortals place 
Their Joy in that wherein their Ruin lays! 
All are in Search of it, yet few are found 
Will even r to take it from the Ground. 
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End 1d wich OY by a "I PLA 
Why do Men ſhun what moſt they ſhou'd efteem ? 
The Odds twixt Men and Brutes is plainly known, 
For Men have Reaſon, but the Brutes have none; 
And ſplit that Reaſon from the human Mien, 
Leſs Brutes than Men will then the Beaſts be ſeen. 
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The mental Faculties let no Man vaunt, 
They only ſerve to thew us arrogant, 
Unleſs with Virtue they are ſtrictly join d, 
Then juſtty they re eſteemd by all 3 
But ununited make ſuch Paſſions flow, 
As ſavage Breaſts are utter Strangers to; 
By Reaſon governd, and from Paſſion tree, 
Woud ſhew us human in the firſt Degree. 
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You 


L 75 1 
You were your Country's Pride and Pleaſure born, 

Excelld when een your Life was in its Morn, 

And young the Giſt of Numbers was to you, | 

Which ſtill encreas'd with Age and as you grew, 

Till to Perfection you at laſt arriv'd, 

Which none have cer excelld that ever Iivd; 

But let me ask with what you are endu'd ? 

A Powr, that as you uſe it's bad or good; 

Becauſe for Poetry your Taſte is nice, 

Dye think — you 5 free from AY Vice? 


There's nothing moves a Man's Compaſſion more, 
Than Man reducd who had been Great before; 


For you I feel that gen' rous Paſſion mov d. 
So hated now, who once was fo below d. 


Who'ere unprejudic'd Opinion gives, 
Will own, you are excell'd by none that lives. 
Whence ſhou'd this univerſal Scorn abound, 
But from the Scandal that you ſcatter round? ? 
By Name uninjur d to detract in Satire, 
I own gives ſhrewd — of ill Nature. 


Theres few at Home, if candidly they d look, 
But woud find ſomething worthy of Rebuke. 


B Satire 


L 
Satire your Weapon; if you will attack, - - 


Be careful that the Scandal dont fly back 


For, as the Boy that ſnoop 
Thoughtlels, againſt th impenetrable Wall, 
In painful Anguiſh the Rebound may _: 


In tainting Reputations, o may en. 10 
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Tou wear it APs ina Lund if hdl; 78117 


Thieves, Super -Cargoes, Harper, and Dine lor: 


Then how cou'd 7imos tingle in your Bumme, 
Who no one ever charg'd with any Crime; 


Your Benefactor too, who all Men Know 1 


Is Virtue's ſtricteſt Friend, and Vices Fe; (A 


A Pattern to the Great, to all A Friend. Dot T no 107 


Who all Men love, and All, but Vou, commend. 


A kind Compaſſion prompts me to conclude, 
That 7imon s Study you had never view d 
Not Lock, aor M1LToN, nor a modern Hook, 0 


Has Truth your Tongue, or Sight your Eyes forſook? 
An Engliſh'd Homer there you might have —_ 


Not b Aldus printed, nar du quiil bound, 
Which coſt, a I have heard, Five Hundred Drimd 
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What can the Motive be that eggs you on? If i; 


It Pride, wont Panegyrick fill a Sang; 


See, The Taſte. 
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But 
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But Pride s a Paſſion of ſo ill Effect, 
That Virtue ne er can ſee but will correct. 
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If tis in Search of Happineſs your bent, 
Why don't you ſeek it in a calm Content; 
'Tis there, and only there it will be found, 
Altho you ſearch the Univerſe around: 
But as the Sun's obſcur d by gloomy Clouds, 
So Paſſions hide it from the tainted! Crowds. 
Ambition hurries Kings in Arms to roam, 
Whilſt Reaſon whiſpers, they've enough at Home. 
The Niſer's rich, and yet, for want of more, 
He ſtarves, cauſe he himſelf imagines poor. 
The Mind that's ting d with Envy, ſoon or late, 
Is tempted to detract the Good and Great: 
And he, where Malice guides the yielding Mind, 
Wou'd ruin and undo all human Kind. | 
Malice and Hatred are of one Degree, 
And join to terminate Society. 
The angry Man's unguarded in his Deeds, 
And, cauteleis, often wounds his Friend, or bleeds. 
Malice and Anger do Revenge compoſe, 
And blindly: wou'd deftroy both Friends and Foes. 
To theſe add Pride, for ſhe too needs muſt fall, 
That haughey Dame's-the/Mother of em all. 

Sig / i i badtiog's! cog” oct NN 


4 f 


4 


c ee ee 
gs n a4 wi 
. x 1 - —" 


L $/J 
Upon theſe Paſſions I have more enlargd; 
Becauſe with theſe you are ſo loudly chargd; 
Wou'd I cou'd vouch you abſolutely free ; 

But Virtue raiſes few © that n ESP l 


On th — Satire 'twil fuſe, 91013 el 


Abſtract the Vice from Virthe'it contains, 
And judge ye by the Virtue that remains. 1 


Firſt, let Ambition be tir impartial Theme, 
What Share that Vice may in the Satire claim; 
The Virtuous are what others wou d be thought, 7 
What few Men are, but all Men know they ought. 
To Virtue only, and her Friends, a Friend ; 


But him fo bleſs d, to hear, it woud offend. 


For when that Virtue is indeed poſſeſs d, 
It is in Silence, and the Owner's bleſs d. 


If thou'rt ambitious to be thought a Poet, 
Write Panegyrick, and the World will know it. 
The next, in Turn, will Avarice remain; 
And t has been urg d, you write for odious Gain, 
And know that nothing but the rankeſt Satire 
Will ſell, the Town's fo poiſon d with ill Nature. 
From 
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From this ſad Crime, pray Heavn you e bs oY 
For what's land as Scandal. * 2 r 
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"Tina envious Maa © Can Vintine ne 
But with Diſtaſte and Spleen that cannot "0 * 8 
Old Aſop tells us of a Toad that ſwell d. 
And burſt with Envy, cauſe he was excell'd; 
So you, th impartial World. contemptuous cry, 
At your Superiours ſwell, and burſt, and die. 
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Malicious you're aceounted, cauſe a Rage, 
They ſay, appears unjuſt in ev'ry Page; 
Tho ſome firſt prove: the Subject of your m_ 
The World Ne m_ em all * 
( 

To Anger ag youre: nd a yourſelf before; 5 
But touch me, and ns Mini per ſo ſore: 
Tis natural, the Proverb does evince, N 
The Horſe thats gauld when touch d will furely winde. 
Be always careful that your Anger be 
From Pride, from Malice, and III. Nature free; 
From them Men fancy was the Dimciad horn, 
A Mixture of III Nature, Spleen, and Scorn. 

From whence ſhou'd all theſe Paſſions flow but Pride? 
And that I muſt accuſe you of and chide. 


You 
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You Yu ou lay, impartially your. Muſe intends bg: ait mot'l 
Fair to expoſe yourſelf, hour Fd n ben 
And Leaf by Leaf your Writin gs I have turn'd 
To find the P age wherein: your Faults are mourſi d; : 
Still ſelfiblown- Praiſe preſents, itſelf to "View, d 
As if Vice heard. ge, I and winden & 510 
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4 With iv that pry not, Wee 1 ub er ee OC 

Fund to ſpread-Friendſhips; but to cover Heats, 
« Ty help who wants, to forward who excell, 

« This all who * me, kjow," c Jove nie, Fol 160" 
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Thus en . you bely e, 
Lay Claim: to Virtue, and your Vice den,. 
For he that's good ſnou d ſtart at ev ry Wind, 

Of Vice be conſcious, to his Virtue blind 
Not think that all the Din the World can keep GS WA 
Rolls ver his Grotto and but' ſooths hir Sen. 
For he ſo loſt will live, in endleſs kame 
An everlaſting Monument of Shame; Els of 
For if ſuch horrid Spots as theſe appear, 

How does it prove the Medium muſt be clear? 517 


